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Chapter |: Somebody to Love 


Paul pulled his leather jacket tighter around his body. The night air picked up the leaves and spun them around, 
almost like a mini tornado. He approached the unmarked building, and walked around to the back. He knocked on 


the door. A sliding panel opened up, a set of ice blue eyes inside. 
"Name?" 


"Paul Stanley." The panel closed, and the door opened. The building looked like an old school theatre inside, 
complete with velvet curtains. Paul looked up. Constellations and galaxies were painted on the curved ceiling, 
with naked marble statues dancing all around the edges. Columns stood on either side of the stage. The theatre 
seats were also made of a rich crimson velvet. Paul looked at his ticket. Seat AT. Front row. He sat down in 


front of the stage, smack in the middle. 


This place was pretty ritzy, even for him. Paul enjoyed the finer things in life, but he had never seen such 
opulence as this. This place was for people who had money. And if he had one thing, it was money. 


But he also had a lot of love to give, too. Now, he had a friend, to be sure. Gene Simmons had been his friend 
since high school, and the two were tight. But it wasn't the same. He wanted someone, or for that matter, 


something, to truly love. And hopefully he would find it tonight. 


Soon enough, the lights went down, and the spotlight shone on a spot in the middle of the stage right above 
Paul's head. A rather portly man walked out, and stood in the center. 


"Good evening, ladies and gentleman," the man said. "| hope you are ready to see some animals tonight" The 
crowd went wild. "Good. | don't want to waste any more of your time, so let's get started. The first animal we 
have is this fine creature, a lovely snow leopard named Shandi" The curtain drew back to reveal a snow 
leopard sitting in a cage. She was a gorgeous animal. Her fur was shiny and healthy, and her tail slowly wrapped 
around her paws. She closed her eyes in contentment. "Do | hear $2,000?" 


Shandi was truly a fine animal. But Paul didn't want to bid on the first thing he saw. He watched as other 
people raised their hands, trying their best to obtain the creature. She finally sold to a woman in the back for 
$5,000. 


The next animal that was wheeled out was a lion. Paul sighed, and rested his head in his hand. Lions were too 
high maintenance. The rest of the night went by quickly, animal after animal. Paul saw nothing that really 
caught his eye. Until him. 


The last cage was wheeled onto the stage. It was rather small, and was covered by a purple cloth. "Now what 
we have here is a very special creature,’ the host said. "Inside this cage is something the likes of you have 
never seen before." With a flourish, he ripped off the cloth to reveal a.oh my God, no way. Paul squinted his 
eyes to make sure that was really what he was seeing. A naked human, with what looked to be pointed ears 


and a long, striped tail. Qoos and ahhhs washed over the crowd. 


"This human-lemur hybrid is the first of his kind," the man explained. "His name is Vinnie." The host began to 
talk about how Vinnie came to be. Something about splicing genes together in a lab. But Paul wasn't paying 


attention. His brown eyes widened, and he leaned forward to get a better look at this creature. 


Vinnie's bright green eyes were lined with black, the bright lights shining in them. His black hair was longer 
than Paul's own, and was so fluffy it resembled a lion's mane. The pointed lemur ears were twitching, no doubt 


from an overload of sounds. He was sitting down in the cage, his skinny legs in a W formation. The striped, 


fluffed up tail was wrapped tightly around his thin body. The creature's plush lips were parted, and his chest 
was rapidly rising and falling. 


"Poor thing is scared," Paul murmured. Scared as he was, he was still so beautiful. He had to have him. 


"Do | hear $5,000?" Paul shot up an index finger. 


"$5,500?" Another man raised his hand. 


Oh, no. This won't do. Paul and the man went back and forth for what seemed like ages. Finally, the host asked, 
"Do | hear $50,000?" 


"IIl do you one better," Paul said. "$100,000." The other man put up his hands. He was done. 


"Sold to the man in the front," the host said. Paul smiled. Success. Vinnie was wheeled away to the back. Paul 


soon followed to claim his creature. 


"Be careful," the woman with the cage said. "He's a feisty one.” 


"Will do." Paul crouched down to get to Vinnie's level. "Hi," Paul said softly. Brown eyes met green. Vinnie 
growled, his canines showing. He gripped the bars of the cage, his sharp nails digging into his palms. Paul shook 
his head. "Attitude problem, huh? That's fine. | can work with that" He looked up at the woman "Do you have 


any clothes for him?" 


The woman shook her head. "He'll be fine." 


Paul frowned. He looked back at Vinnie, who backed up against the opposite cage wall. The tail flicked and 
thrashed about. His ears were nearly flattened against his skull. "Poor little dear," Paul said. "I'll be sure to give 


you a good home." 


Paul called out a limousine to take them back to his penthouse in Manhattan. The driver's eyes widened at the 


sight of the lemur sapien in a blanket. Paul slipped him a fifty. "Don't tell anyone that | have this, alright? The 


last thing | need is people knocking at my door.” 


"Sure thing, Mr. Stanley.” 


When they got back to the penthouse on the 30th floor, Paul unwrapped Vinnie from the tightly-wrapped 
blanket, and set him down gently on the couch. "Now," Paul said, "we need to, ah, get you some clothes." He 
rummaged through his closet, trying to look for something that would fit. He glanced over at Vinnie, who was 
taking in his surroundings, cocking his head. God, he was so little. He looked to be about five feet seven inches 
tall, and his ribs were showing. Whoever had him before this obviously didn't take care of him that well. Paul 


searched his pajama drawer. A big white t-shirt would have to do for now. 


"Alright," Paul said. "lim back. | have something for you." Vinnie's eyes widened, and his pupils constricted. He 
snarled, and let out an ungodly screech. The tail fluffed up once more, and began to thrash about. "Well, | can't 
just have you be naked," Paul said. In one swoop, he held the lemur sapiens arms down to his sides with one of 
his, and tried to pull the shirt over his head. Vinnie wasn't having it. He shrieked, and bit Paul on the hand. 
"Ouch," Paul yelped. "Little shit." But he didn't let go. Soon enough, the shirt was over Vinnie's head. Time for 
the arms. He took one of the bony arms and slid it through one sleeve, then did the same thing for the other 


arm. Finally. Vinnie fell back first on the couch, panting and sweating. 


"There," Paul said. "Doesn't that feel better?" Vinnie narrowed his eyes and let out a squeak. Paul shook his 
head. This one was going to be a handful. He went over to the phone and dialed a number. 


"Who is this?" a gruff voice said on the other line. 


"It's me," Paul said. 


"Oh, hey, Paul. What's going on?" It was Gene. 


"You'll never guess what | bought" 


"A sense of dignity?" Gene laughed. 


Paul rolled his eyes. "No, stupid. | bought a human lemur hybrid” 


Silence on the other end of the line. "You bought a what now?" Gene said finally. 


"You heard me. You gotta come over and see him. He's the cutest thing. But he's got quite the attitude 


problem." 


"You don't say." Gene sighed. "Can it wait ‘til tomorrow? It's kinda late." 


"Fine." 


"Don't get rabies." 


| think its too late for that." Click. Paul sighed. He went over to Vinnie, who was sitting on the couch like a cat, 
tail swishing. He looked at Vinnie, and Vinnie looked at him back. Paul pulled his mouth to one side. "Can you 
talk?" The lemur sapien cocked his head and blinked. Paul sighed again. “Okay, let's try this. Can you understand 
me at least?" Vinnie looked over at a fly on the wall, mesmerized. Oh, well. He tried He went over to the 
kitchen to wash the bite. Blood ran down his wrist into the sink. Paul winced. He opened the cabinet to get a 
bandage, and was startled by a rapid tapping on the shoulder. He jumped and turned around. It was Vinnie. 


"What do you want?" Paul said with a frown. "You bit me." 


Vinnie looked at the floor, rubbed his head underneath Paul's chin, and began to purr. Paul was confused for a 
moment, then he hugged the lemur sapien close to his chest. Vinnie put his ear over the Starchild's heart, 
listening to the strong beats. He closed his eyes. Paul shook his head. He was going to have his hands full. 


Chapter 2: One for the Money, Two for the Show 


Paul slapped a pillow over his ear. Vinnie was sitting in the corner, howling. Paul grit his teeth, and yanked the 
blankets over his head, but it was no use. It was like this all day long. "That's it." Paul leapt to his feet and 
stomped over to the creature. Vinnie whimpered, putting his hands up, and jerked his face away. Paul crouched 


down to the sitting lemur sapien, and furrowed his brow. "Don't worry," he said. "I'm not going to hurt you." 


Vinnie opened his eyes, and turned his head slowly back towards his new owner. His eyes were like glossy 
emerald resin. His breathing erratic, he leapt onto Paul, and clutched onto his pajama shirt for dear life. He 


buried his face in the shirt, tears soaking it. The lemur sapien's back heaved up and down in gentle sobs. 


Paul didn't know what to say. He stroked Vinnie's long black hair, and scratched him behind the ears. Even 
though the creature's long claws were digging into his flesh, he didn't mind. He was too busy thinking about 
something. What had happened to this poor little thing? 


There was a knock at the door. Vinnie shot his head up, knocking Paul's chin back. The lemur sapien scurried 


back into the corner, and bared his teeth. 


"Fuck," Paul said. "I think | bit my tongue." Sure enough, the taste of iron filled his mouth. "Goddammit." He went 
to the sink, spit out as much of the blood as he could, then looked through the peephole. 


It was Gene. Paul opened the door, and let him in. "You look like utter shit," Gene said. 
"The beast kept me up all night, what do you expect?" 
"A lemur human hybrid, you said?" Gene pushed Paul aside. "I didn't even know they had those." 


Paul spit another mouthful of blood into the sink 
"Neither did |." 


"Well," Gene said, "let's see the little fucker. We got a long night ahead of us." 


Paul led Gene into his bedroom. Vinnie still sat in the corner, knees drawn up to his chest. Once he saw Gene, 


he began to growl. 


"Oy vey," Gene said, stroking his chin. "That's.interesting.” He looked over at Paul, brow furrowed. "Can it talk?" 


"HE can't," Paul said. "As far as | know. | think he understands me somewhat, but | don't know for sure." He 
pulled his mouth to one side, and looked up in thought. "I hope he'll be alright when we go to work" 


Gene put a hand on the Starchild's shoulder. "Relax, Paul. He'll be fine. He's potty trained, right?" 


Paul rolled his eyes. "That's the last thing on my mind right now. Look at him. Do you see how skinny he is?" 
Paul gripped the excess shirt around Vinnie's tiny frame. "His ribs are showing. | think something bad happened 


to him" 


"You worry too much," Gene said. "Now c'mon, before we're late to yet another venue." 


Paul sighed. “Alright, fine." He went over to Vinnie, whose ears were flattened against his skull. Paul gently 
draped his arms around the creature's shoulders. "I'll be back. Okay?" Vinnie squeaked, and shoved his head 
underneath Paul's chin. "Careful," Paul said. "We don't need another incident." He scratched Vinnie around the 


ears, and got up. "Hang on," he said to Gene. "I need to get dressed." 


Gene left the room. Paul went to his closet, and pulled out a skimpy black leotard covered in silver sequins. It 
covered his arms and legs, sure, but not much else in the front. He stripped down, and slipped it on. Vinnie 
watched with curious eyes. His tail flicked around every so often, and he cocked his head, chirping. Paul 
assessed himself in the mirror. The leotard was cut so low you could see his Adonis belt, along with a hint of 
a happy trail. The working out was really paying off. He pursed his lips. What else did he need? He slid on a 
white garter belt around his left thigh, and fastened a choker around his neck. He slipped on his T-inch fringed 


platform boots. Bracelets jangled around his wrist, and he put a silver hoop in one ear. Perfect. 


"Hurry up, primadonna," Gene said, pounding the door. 


"Yeah, yeah." With a few flicks of the pick, and a generous coating of hairspray, he was ready. He opened the 
door to see Gene tapping his foot. 


"Took you long enough," Gene said. 


"I have to look good for my fans," Paul replied. He pet the lemur sapien on the head. "Be good" He put his 
leather jacket on his body, and went to the door that led out of the penthouse. Vinnie followed, and began to 
whine. His eyes began to shine with tears. Paul sighed. "Don't look at me like that." He scratched the creature 
under the chin, and shut the door behind him. 


By the time Paul and Gene got to the club, it was five minutes before their shift started at nine. Gene clocked 


in and assumed the bouncer position at the entrance, and Paul went backstage. 


"Hey, Paul," a girl with nothing on but crystal pasties and silver boyshorts said. "What's up?" 


"Not much, Beth. Just clocking in" 


"And I'm clocking out. See you later." She gave a mini salute. "Oh, and by the way, stay away from the boss. 
He's in a mood tonight" 


Paul rolled his eyes so hard he thought he might strain them. "When isn't he in a mood?" 


Beth laughed. "Good point." She wrapped a pashmina around herself, and walked out of the dressing room. 


He sat down at his vanity, and took out some cream makeup and cherry red lipstick He wet his beauty blender 
with a spritz of water, and began to dab the white creme over his face. What was Vinnie doing? Probably 
tearing up the house, he bet. Whatever. His now snow-white face was a stark contrast to his normally clay 
complexion. He took out black felt-tip eyeliner, and drew a star over his right eye. Then, he lined the other eye 
with it. Next was the black crSme. He filled in the star. He prayed Vinnie was doing alright. He left food and a 
cup of water out for him on the table. Hopefully he would eat. He needed to; he was so tiny, dammit. Paul 
pouted his plush lips, and painted them with the lipstick. That poor little thing. He was so helpless and scared. 
Lord knows what would've happened to him if someone else bought him. Paul shuddered at the thought. He put 


on some setting spray, and waved his hand in front of his face. 


"Knock, knock," someone said. Paul nearly jumped out of his skin. "You ready?" It was the boss. 


"Yeah." 


"Alright, good. I'll go let “em know." Paul nodded, and watched as the boss went out of the dressing room. 


A voice soon came over the loudspeaker. "Now, the one you've all been waiting for. The one, and only, 


Starchildl" 


Showtime. Vinnie would have to be on the backburner for now. He breathed in, then out, and strutted onto the 
stage. Every single time, without fail, Paul would get butterflies in his stomach each moment he stepped upon 
that stage. Thank God it only lasted for a few moments. He stepped up to the microphone in his signature 
jaunty way. "Good evening," he said in his rich, sultry voice. He looked around the audience from atop his perch. 
He pursed his lips, and lounge music began to play. He took hold of the mic and the stand, spreading his legs. He 
opened his mouth, and began to sing. "I got a letter just the other day, she sent a picture, but she didn't sign 
her name. She wore high heels and a little black lace. | knew her body, but | couldn't see her face. She didn't 
leave a number, not an address or a clue, but something in that photograph reminded me of you." He straddled 
the mic stand, and began to grind his curvy hips against it. "Baby, let's put the X in sex." He got down on the 
floor, and began to take off his shoes. "Love's like a muscle and you make me wanna flex." He pulled himself up 
unto his knees, and snaked off the leotard, sleeve by sleeve, leg by leg, until he was wearing nothing but a little 
black silk G-string. People began to scream and clap. He smirked, licking his lips much like a cat. 


A man with collarbone length brown hair approached the stage, and crossed his arms on it, leaning on the 
mahogany. His almond shaped eyes crinkled in the corners as he watched the Starchild. He placed a Ben Franklin 
on the stage, and slid it close to the Starchild's bare foot. 


Well, damn. Something like this deserves special attention. Paul, not missing a beat, lay down on his stomach, 
and put his face close to the man's face. He took the stranger by the chin, and put his lips close to the man's 
own. "She said ooo, yeah, | wish that | was there’. | asked her who was calling, but she wasn't playing fair." 
The man grinned, and slid him another twenty. 


"Thanks," Paul whispered in the man's ear. He winked, and went back to his table in the far corner. 


The song was soon over, and people began to throw money and roses onto the stage. The Starchild took a bow, 
picked up his clothes, and went back to the dressing room. He stuffed the wad of money in a hidden pocket 
next to his junk At least it was safe there. He sat down on the stool, and pulled on his platformers. Time for 
the next part of the job: serving drinks. 


Paul stepped out of the dressing room with a little notebook in hand. He approached a table full of women. "Can 
| get you lovely ladies anything tonight?" 


"Do you come with the drinks?" One of them said. She giggled. 


"That'd be nice, wouldn't it?" The Starchild said. He smiled, picked up her hand, and kissed it, leaving a nice pouty 


red stain. 


She blushed, and tried to cover her eyes with the other hand. "I'll take a beer." 


"Sure thing, hon" He took the rest of the table's orders, and scribbled them down on the notepad. He went 


from table to table in his section, until, finally, he came to the last one. The one in the far corner. 


Paul approached the last table, and shifted his weight to his right leg, making his hip pop out. "And what can | 
get for you?" he said. 


"You offering up that body?" the brunette said in what sounded like a thick New York accent, with a tinge of 
something else. Something Paul had never heard before. Something almost alien. The man then laughed, sounding 
almost like a villain in a cartoon. God, was it contagious. Paul snickered, and placed a hand on the table. He leaned 


forward, looking the man in the eyes. Now was his chance to get a good look at this admirer. 


The brown almond shaped eyes were hooded, almost as if this man was perpetually stoned. His nose was on the 
larger side, quite pointed and strong for his softer looking face. The man’s lips were full and parted, showing a 
glimmer of white teeth underneath. Dishwater brown hair fell about his shoulders in lazy, unkempt waves. "| 


don't know," Paul replied. "Am |?" 


"| don't know. Are you?" The admirer laughed again. He grinned. "Your name really isn't Starchild, is it?" 


"Everyone has their role to play," Paul replied. 


"Then my role is Ace," the man said. "Ace Frehley." 


Ace. Paul turned the name over in his mind. "Well, Ace," Paul started to say, "I wish | could stay and chat, but 
| got to get back to work. Now, before | go, do you want anything?" 


"You already know what | want," Ace said with a wink. 


Paul folded his arms over his chest. Something told him that this Ace character wasn't going to let up. "Tell 
you what," Paul said. "Let me get these people their drinks, then we'll talk" He shifted his weight to the other 


leg. "As long as you have more money, of course." 


"Trust me, Curly," Ace said, "there's plenty more where that came from." 


